274 be exceedingly stern and severe when there was need—it
he had to chide a general or minister, for instance; but
that he always dreaded and had to force himself to go
through with it. With his aides he was like a father and
would say every morning, "How are you, my child ?"
Asked to give their impression of Pilsudski, close
friends and people who had met him only once agreed on
three points—his smile, the strangely brilliant eyes, and
his charm. A colleague who for sixteen years took orders
from him without ever having met him, was amazed at
his friendliness and charm when the war finally brought
them together. There was something electric about him,
the man added.
A woman who was a burning patriot and the owner
of great estates was shocked at the coup d'etat and could
not make up her mind whether to side with Pilsudski or
not; could not decide till he was presented to her at a tea,
and as they shook hands she was suddenly convinced that
Poland was safe with him. For the rest of his life she
was a devoted partisan.
An army officer's wife, an ardent National Democrat,
was asked by the regiment to arrange the details of a
banquet where Pilsudski was to be guest of honor. They
were grateful to her for all her trouble and though they
knew her politics, invited her to the banquet. She was
completely won over by the Marshal's charm and from
that day was as staunch a worker for the BBWR as she
had once been for the Conservatives.
He had the greatest dislike for fuss and show, for all
that is summed up in the word "publicity.77 There was
about him nothing of pose or "showing off"—rather, the
greatness of simplicity. He avoided public appearances
whenever he could, more and more as he grew older. He
saw very few people and he was one of the most difficult
men in the world for journalists to interview. When he
wanted the help of the press, as in acquainting the people
of Poland with his views on some subject, he would sum-

